between h£bertists and dantonists
—just returned from Lyon and hailed by the Hebertists
as a saviour—denounced Philippeaux. Augustin, back
from Toulon, said he was tired of personalities. \Vhat
is it to us, he said, if Hebert filched while selling theatre
tickets? This raised a laugh, while Hebert raised his
eyes to the ceiling and asked of the universe: "Do they
intend to assassinate me to-day?"
Robespierre, like a schoolmaster among a crowd
of unruly schoolboys, whacked right and left. This for
Augustin: "He has rendered great services in Toulon,
but fails to realize how unwise it is to give encourage-
ment to either side in a personal quarrel". This for
Hebert: "It ill becomes a man who deals in calumny
himself to complain about being slandered". This for
Desmoulins: "I'll wager that the proofs Camille has
shown are far from conclusive".
It was decided that on the 8th of January, Camille,
Philippeaux and Bourdon should be given an oppor-
tunity to justify before the Club their attacks upon the
government. That evening the hall was packed to
overflowing. People paid as high as twenty-five francs
for a seat. When Camille took the floor, it was no
biting sarcasm, no scintillating wit that flowed from his
lips, as it had from his pen. He looked pathetic and
forlorn.
"I confess I don't know any more where I am at,
whom to believe, what side to take", he stammered.
"Really, I am losing my head,"
He stood in danger of losing it not only figuratively,
and Robespierre, anxious to shield him, came to his aid.
"Camille's recent writings", he said, "should be con-
demned. But you should distinguish between the man
and his work. Camille is a good but spoilt child, who
has the unhappy faculty of allowing himself to be led
astray by bad company." He then proposed that the
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